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had to do with salvation was in the same class as
brats, which you had to put up with in this
world, so endlessly trying as they were to a man
of spirit.

But now, an invisible parson preached at
Penjami and wanted him to turn himself into a
brat. He is about to die, he is in debt, softened
in every way, this very minute a beggar pants on
the bench beside the fireplace. The bailiffs will
soon be in the house, he can feel that. If real
men were to see him now, in this state of mind,
they would teasingly take him by the scruff of
the neck and shake him, as you shake a brat.
Impossible to picture Pa Ollila, that whisker-
fringed old fellow, getting into a state like
this; all he does is talk his grating Kokcmaki
dialect.

Suddenly a violent fit of shivering shook
Penjami's body; his brains were sticky with his
recent thoughts. He was scared, his lips and
hands began to tremble, he was going to be ill.
His mind acted automatically; he fetched Pa
Ollila's empty flagon from the cupboard and
instinctively he thrust the deeds of the farm into
his bosom. Then, shivering, he hurried out.

Jussi sees him go and knows that soon some-
thing will happen. He is prepared in advance*
He gazes in excitement at the Northerner panting
on the bench and casts a glance every now and
again out of the window to see whether there